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Those who had been talking to each other became
silent; and gradually there was a deep silence in the
guard-house. Frederick tormented by the fleas, kept
staring about him. The wall, painted yellow, had,
half-way up, a long shelf, on which the knapsacks
formed a succession of little humps, while underneath,
the muskets, which had the colour of lead, rose up
side by side; and there could be heard a succession
of snores, produced by the National Guards, whose
stomachs were outlined through the darkness in a con-
fused fashion. On the top of the stove stood an
empty bottle and some plates. Three straw chairs
were drawn around the table, on which a pack of
cards was displayed. A drum, in the middle of the
bench, let its strap hang down.
A warm breath of air making its way through
the door caused the lamp to smoke. Arnoux slept
with his two arms wide apart; and, as his gun was
placed in a slightly crooked position, with the butt-
end downward, the mouth of the barrel came up
right under his arm. Frederick noticed this, and was
alarmed.
''But, no, I'm wrong, there's nothing to be afraid
of 1 And yet, suppose he met his death! "
And immediately pictures unrolled themselves be-
fore his mind in endless succession.
He saw himself with her at night in a post-chaise,
theft on a river's bank on a summer's evening, and
under the reflection of a lamp at home in their own
house. He even fixed his attention on household ex-
penses and domestic arrangements, contemplating,
feeling already his happiness between his hands; and
in order to realise it, all that was needed was that
the cock of the gun should rise. The end of it